Travels in Two Democracies

smelt nothing for so long but the stale unvarying smell of the
hospital, the odor of the carpets and upholstery in the lobby of
the Hotel London, which I had not noticed when I had been
there before, tormented me almost unendurably with a blend-
ing of pleasure and distress j and when I went into the barber
shop for a shave, the perfumes of the shaving-soap and toilet
water and the emanations from the various bottles caused me
a series of poignant sensations of a kind which I had read about
in Huysmans and other fin cle siecle literature, but had never
experienced before. Then when I went up to my room, I was
obliged to steady myself again to get accustomed to a new set
of odors. I pulled the long curtains aside and looked out on
the deserted courtyard, which had been an out-of-doors restau-
rant in August. The tourists who had been there were gone, and
the place had been dismantled for the winter, and the night
was coming early now. There were trees that were shaking dark
leaves in the darkening autumn light, and their shape and their
shuddering movement both fascinated me and made me turn
away. Alone in the silence of the room, I suddenly dropped into
a depression of a kind which I had never known all the time
that I had been in the hospital. It was loneliness: I was missing
the children and the nurses who had bothered me when I was
trying to work and from whom I had looked forward to escap-
ing. I walked back and forth across the room a few times, then
began declaiming aloud some old poems of my own composi-
tion. I found that some need was relieved: my loneliness dis-
appeared. It was the assertion of my own personality against
those weeks of collective living.

It had been collective living at close quarters, which collecti-
vization by no means implies but of which the Russians have had
to endure a good deal.